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SAM'S RABBIT RESCUE 





Fireman Sam had been inside his 
inventing shed for three solid days. 

“| wonder what Uncle Sam can be 
inventing this time?” said Sarah, who 
was standing outside the shed with 
her brother James. 

“| don’t know,” replied James, 
“but whatever it is, it’s sure to mean 
trouble!”’ 











“What do you mean, James?” 
asked Sarah. 

“Don’t tell me you have forgotten 
about the automatic door closer?” 
said James. 

“Do you mean the one that 
opened the door so hard that it flew 
off its hinges?” asked Sarah. 











“That's the one!’’ agreed her 
brother. 

“Oh dear,” sighed Sarah, looking 
at the locked door. ‘Then this 
invention certainly means trouble for 
someone. And that someone is 
bound to be us.” 

Suddenly the shed door tlew open 
to reveal Fireman Sam. “It’s 
finished!’ he announced 
importantly. 











Sarah and James went inside the 
shed with their Uncle Sam. There was 
a tall object, covered by a sheet, 
standing on the table in the middle of 
the room. 

“What is it this time, Uncle Sam?” 
asked Sarah suspiciously. 


Fireman Sam smiled and stepped 
over to the covered object. ‘| know,” 
he began, ‘‘that in the past | may 
have developed a few inventions 
that were perhaps, just a little bit 
impractical . . .” 

“Yes,” interrupted James, “‘like the 
cake mixer that went mad and 
demolished the kitchen!” 

“And the toy dog that bit my leg,” 
added Sarah. 

“As | was saying . . .” Fireman 
Sam went on, “some of my 
inventions were alittle. . .”” 

“Useless?” asked Sarah. 

Fireman Sam was not put out in the 
least by these interruptions. ‘But this 
is my masterpiece!” he said, as he 
whipped off the sheet dramatically. 





The two children gazed in awe at 
the magnificent machine that was 
revealed. 

“What is it, Uncle Sam?” asked 
James. 

“This,” said Sam importantly, “is 
my supersonic, microbionic, 
electronic, turbo-powered, A-grade, 
first class, outboard motorboat 
engine! Now, help me get it outside 
so we can test if.”” 











Sam and the two children heaved 
the invention out into the garden and 
stood it up in its special supporting 
frame. 
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“There are just two problems here, | 
Uncle Sam,” said James. ““One is 
that there is no lake anywhere near | 
Pontypandy big enough for a 


supersonic, microbionic, electronic, 
turbo-powered, A-grade, first class, 
outboard motorboat engine, and the 
other problem is...” 

“Yes?” asked Sam. 

“You don’t have a boat!” 








“Oh no!” exclaimed Sam, 
clapping his hand to his forehead in 
dismay. “| never thought of that.” He 
stuck:his hands in his pockets and 
stood looking sadly at the invention. 

“Never mind, Uncle Sam,” said 
Sarah sympathetically. ‘Maybe it will 
come in handy for something else.” 


“That's it!” shouted Sam excitedly. 
“And | know exactly what it will be!” 
He rushed into the inventing shed 
and then rushed back out again with 
an armful of tools. ‘Here we go,” he 
said, as he pulled out a giant 
spanner and got to work on the 
invention. 

Sarah and James watched with 
interest as their uncle worked 
frantically on the machine. 

“There,” said Sam at last. ‘Just 
two more turns on the bindle spline 
and that will be if!’ 

















Sam had removed the propeller 
from the outboard motor and fitted 
an extremely large corkscrew in its 
place. 

“Allow me to present my NEW, 
new invention. The Fireman Sam 
super special telegraph pole hole 
digger!”” 

















Sam explained how it would 
work... 

“Instead of the Post Office 
telegraph pole person digging the 
hole slowly with a shovel, he will 
simply hold these handles, press that 
button, and the engine starts, the 
corkscrew turns, and BINGO. . . the 
hole is dug.” 





“Are you sure it will work, Uncle 
Sam?” asked Sarah doubitully. 

“Ot course it will,” replied her 
uncle confidently. ‘In fact we will 
take it out for a trial right now.” 

They put the pole hole digger into 
a wheelbarrow and pushed it all the 
way up Pandy Lane until they came 
to Pontypandy Common. 

“This will do nicely,” said Fireman 
Sam, coming to a stop in the middle 
of the green field. 











“Give me a hand to get it into 
position, James,” gasped Sam, as he 
struggled to hold the machine 
upright. “Now Sarah,” he went on, 
“move the wheelbarrow.” 

Sarah was quite glad of an excuse 
to get well away, in case anything 
went wrong, and quickly pushed the 
barrow out of range. 








When Sam had the digger nicely 
balanced and James had joined his 
sister, well out of harm’s way, he took 
a good grip on the handles, placed 
his thumb over the red button, 
pressed it firmly... and 
disappeared | 














The awesome power of the 
supersonic, microbionic, electronic, 
turbo-powered, A-grade, first class, 
motorized pole hole digger, had 
been too much for Sam to handle. 
And at that very moment, he was 
being dragged behind the digger 
deep underground as the machine 
went out of control. 

Finally, the digger shot up out of 
the ground, with Sam still clinging 
desperately to the handles. It did a 
slow curve through the air and then 
hit the ground again. Only to 
disappear once more on another 
subterranean journey. 
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Sarah and James watched with 
interest as their uncle kept popping 
up out of the ground and then 
disappearing again. 

“I suppose he will run out of petrol 
quite soon,” said Sarah, as Sam did 
a spectacular double flip before 
disappearing yet again. 








“Probably,” agreed James. But he 
was wrong. The pole hole digger 
didn’t run out of petrol . . . it 
exploded! . . . just as it reached the 
peak of a particularly high leap. 





“We were lucky there,” said 
James to his uncle, as he pushed him 
along Pandy Lane in the 
wheelbarrow. 

“Lucky?” groaned the feeble 
fireman. 

“Yes, very lucky,” said James. “If 
the digger had exploded 
underground, Sarah and | would 
have had to dig you out!’” 

“Oh yes, we were very lucky,” 
moaned Sam, settling back in the 
barrow and closing his eyes, “very 
lucky indeed.” 








Back at the Fire Station Sam soon 
recovered from his ordeal and was 
ready for duty. 

He had just finished a cup of tea 
when the telephone rang. Sam 
picked it up. “Hello,” he said. 

“Heeelp!”’ It was Bella, the nice 
Italian lady who owned the café in 
the High Street. 


“What's the trouble, Bella?” asked 
Fireman Sam. 

“It’s-a-horrible!”” wailed Bella. 
“‘I'm-a-being invaded by jumping 
pussycats!”’ 

“Jumping pussycats?” asked the 
puzzled fireman. 

Station Officer Steele, Sarah and 
James looked at each other.: 
“Jumping pussycats?” they all said in 
amazement. 














Sarah, James and the fearless 

fire fighters climbed aboard Jupiter, 

| _ the fire engine, and roared out of the 
Fire Station. 

They sped through the streets of 
Pontypandy and came to a 
screeching halt in front of Bella’s 
café. 





They jumped out of Jupiter and 
rushed into the café. An amazing 


White, grey, and even spotted 
rabbits! They were everywhere. In 
things, on things, behind things, and 
under things. 








Bella was sitting on the edge of the 
counter holding a rabbit in each arm. 

“See,” she said, “jumping-a- 
pussycats |” 

“They are not pussycats,” said 
Station Officer Steele. ‘They are 
rabbits!” 

“\-a-know,” said Bella. ‘’But | 
can‘t-a-say rabbits in English.” 

But then. . .a scream was heard. 





“AAAARGHHH!” 

“That sounds like Mrs Price,” said 
Sam. 

They all rushed into the street and 
saw Mrs Price standing in front of the 
general store, surrounded by rabbits. 

“AAAARGHHH!” she screamed 
again. “HELP! SAVE ME! 
OQOOAARGHH! HELP!” 








“Calm down, Mrs Price,” said 
Station Officer Steele soothingly. 
“They are only rabbits.” 

“Only rabbits?’’ screeched Mrs 
Price. “They're horrible! Take them 
away.” 

Sam looked inside the store. The 
rabbits were everywhere, and most 
of them were munching their way 
through Mrs Price’s vegetables. 


“Where can they have come 
from?” James wondered, as more 
and more rabbits filled the streets of 
Pontypandy. 

At that moment, Trevor Evans 
came driving carefully along the 
High Street. 

















Trevor leaned out of the mini-bus 
window and shouted to Sam and his 
friends. 

“| have just come down from 
Pandy Moor,” he yelled. “The 
construction company has laid the 
new motorway right across the old 
rabbit warrens. The rabbits just 
managed to get out before their 
burrows were sealed completely!’” 


“Oh no!” exclaimed Sarah. “That 
means the rabbits have no homes.” 

“Well they can’t stay here,” 
snapped Mrs Price, as another 
lettuce leaf disappeared down the 
throat of a munching bunny. 

“No they can’t!” added Station 
Officer Steele, doing a very good tap 
dance as a baby rabbit clung to his 
trouser leg. 











“Why don’t we take them to the 
common,” suggested James, “and 
let them live in the holes you dug with 
the power driven pole hole digger?” 

Everyone thought this was a good 
idea, but the problem was, how do 
you persuade ten thousand bunnies 
to go where you want them to? 





















They tried everything! But the 
rabbits just would not leave 
Pontypandy. Then Trevor Evans had 
an idea. 

“CARROT JUICE!” he shouted. 

The others looked at him in 
surprise. “Carrot juice?” they 
echoed. 

“Yes,” said Trevor. “We lay a trail 
of carrot juice and the rabbits will 
follow it.”” 











Bella brought a liquidizer and a 
huge bowl from the café, and Mrs 
Price carried out two sacks of carrots. 
In no time at all, with everyone 
lending a hand, the carrots were 
crushed into a juicy pulp. 
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Station Officer Steel poured the 
carrot juice into Jupiter's storage 
tank. Then Fireman Sam drove slowly 
to the common while Steele carefully 
squirted the carrot juice from the 
hose onto the road as they went. 

“It’s working,” cried James, as the 
thousands of rabbits sniffed their way 
to Pontypandy Common. 





As soon as the rabbits reached the 
common they dived straight into the 
holes and disappeared. 

“They seem to like their new 
homes,” said Sam, with a smile. 

And they did! Except, that is, for 
two small brown bunnies who had 
decided to make their home in the 
left leg of Station Officer Steele’s 
trousers! 
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